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My Journey Within 


Asato ma sadgamaya . . . 

Unaware of the cosmic conspiracy, I was sulking when posted 
to Munger district of Bihar as Superintendent of Police. It 
was 5th January 2005 when Shri Surender Babu, the then 
SP of Munger district laid his life at the altar of duty at 
Bhimbandh jungle fighting left-wing Naxal extremists. A 
few months later a transfer order from Bhagalpur to Munger 
was issued against my wishes. “You are the one chosen by the 
government to lead the anti-Naxal operations and nab the 
culprits,” said the Director General of Police. This further 
flared my already inflated ego. As a young IPS officer I 
was aggressive, arrogant and self-obsessed with myself and 
my earlier professional achievements. My personal and 
professional life was clouded by self-aggrandisement. I guess, 
I was on cloud nine which was all set to crumble. Unaware 
of the cosmic conspiracy to ground me, I joined the district. 
Life has its own way of humbling one’s self. 

Until October, I was engrossed in professional (karma) 
compulsions during the day and indulged in personal 
(tamasic) choices during the night. My physical and mental 
wellbeing was slowly deteriorating and it was reflecting in 
my behaviour at a personal level and my leadership qualities 
and decision-making ability at a professional level. To my 
anxiety and stress-filled job, sleep deprivation got added 
due to nocturnal habits. My liver, pancreas and stomach 
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were taking all the strain. It culminated one day in profuse 
sweating while working in my office. My uniform was 
drenched with sweat and I could feel severe palpitations. Not 
knowing what to do, I just took a glass of water, closed my 
eyes and tried to relax sitting in my chair. 

“Sir, someone from the Bihar School of Yoga has come 
to meet you,” informed my steno. In an irritated mood, I 
shot endless questions at him without even opening my eyes, 
“Have they taken any appointment? Who has come? What is 
this Bihar School of Yoga? Where is it? What do they do? For 
what work has he come?” 

Sensing my mood, the steno was quietly slipping out of 
my chamber, when I reluctantly instructed, "Send him in.” To 
hide my restlessness and physical stress and maybe to flaunt 
before the visitor that I too am busy, I flipped open one 
of my files and was enacting the scene. I wasn’t aware that 
someone else had scripted that scene. An elderly saffron-clad 
person was slowly appearing at the right corner of my eye. 
The scene was somewhat clouded. For a fleeting moment, it 
appeared that my father who had passed away five years ago 
was entering the room. I got up from my seat involuntarily 
and gazed at the person curiously. “Hari Om! I am Swami 
Shankarananda.” I was dumbstruck on hearing his name as 
my father’s name is Sankaran! 


Since that moment everything started happening in auto- 
pilot mode. “How can I help you Swamiji?” I enquired. 

“My work can wait, I believe you need help first, sir,” 
Swami Shankarananda said with a lot of conviction. He 
continued narrating to me about the origin of BSY and 
about Swami Sivananda, Swami Satyananda and Swami 
Niranjanananda. He was answering all the questions shot 
by me a few minutes back. I was listening to him like a child 
listening to stories from his grandmother (grandfathers 
never tell bedtime stories!). 

“You should come tomorrow to meet Swamiji, Hari Om,” 
he said finally and left the chamber. For quite some time 
the two words ‘Hart Om’ were ringing in my ears repeatedly. 
Probably, my mind was chanting those words effortlessly. 
When the next day dawned, it was life as usual. Neither sweat 
symptoms, nor the ringing of the mantra. 

I didn’t turn up the next day at BSY. Probably I wasn’t 
evolved enough to recognize the signal. A few weeks later 
a friend of mine who is an acclaimed golf coach had come 
from Kolkata for a program at BSY to rejuvenate himself 
spiritually. He was staying at my place. He was going on and 
on about his experiences with his Guruji and culminated his 
long monologue with “You should meet my Guruji.” Maybe 
a second signal which I failed to receive once again due to 
my intoxicated mind receptors. During his stay, he gave a 
few golf lessons for me and my friends. A few weeks passed 
and I received a call from the golf coach who was enquiring 
about my game. Before he hung up he made sure to say, 
“Meditation techniques will help in improving your game.” 
I am not sure whether it was a deliberate attempt by a mortal 
or divine intervention, but I decided immediately to meet 
Swamiji the very next day. My visit was arranged once again 
by Swami Shankarananda. 

It was 7 am in the morning and the weather was nippy. 
I entered the Ganga Darshan ashram for the first time in 
sportswear and it had taken almost a year to come here since 
my posting. The path from the main gate to the reception 
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was so green, clean and divine. While waiting at the reception 
I was flipping through the pages of a few publications of BSY. 
Then from nowhere appeared Shankaranandaji greeting me 
with the same two syllables Hari Om. As we were conversing 
my eyes were scanning through the entire corridor looking 
for Swamiji. Whenever a tonsured head or saffron-clad 
person crisscrossed or got out from the lift I presumed him 
or her to be Swamiji and started uttering Hari Om with hands 
folded. Though everyone responded back to me, none of 
them turned out to be Swamiji. 

My curiosity was growing. Time was passing. Slowly I 
stopped greeting the saffron sannyasins. Shankaranandaji 
left me for a few moments where I was standing and went 
inside the reception hall which had a sign: Entry Restricted! 
At the same time, two sannyasins came out of the lift and 
approached me. Hari Om, uttered the tall, slim, composed 
and vibrant one among the two. Maybe I was attracted by 
his aura and failed to greet him or perhaps I was just tired of 
greeting as I had done the same to several of them. 

“Are you Raveendran, the SP of Munger,” he asked, 
“under whose protection we all are safe and secure?” Elated 
by the statement I responded, “Yes, can you tell me when 
Swamiji will come?” Mild laughter came from the other 
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sannyasin who had accompanied him. At the same time two 
other sannyasins came out of the reception and bowed with 
utmost respect in front of the vibrant sannyasin uttering 
Hari Om with paramount reverence. “Shankaranandaji had 
mentioned you to me. Welcome to the ashram, I am Swami 
Niranjanananda,” came those words with a mesmerizing 
smile. Not knowing how to respond to the scene which had 
just unfolded, I stood awestruck. 

I did not fall at his feet, nor did I fold my hands with 
reverence. As written in many books by spiritual masters, 
when someone comes in contact with one’s destined spiritual 
guru, the mind goes blank and forgets who and where one is. 
I experienced it. 

“Shankaranandaji, make him drink the juice,” instructed 
Swami Niranjanananda. 

“T don’t need any juice. I need the same instructor who 
gave Classes to the golf coach who had come recently from 
Kolkata,” I retorted like a demanding child. Before leaving, 
Swami Niranjanananda said with the same mesmerizing 
smile, “Kindly go with her, she will take care of you and we 
shall meet soon. Hari Om.” 

A lady sannyasin guided me through the corridor to the 
backyard of Ganga Darshan. Another sannyasin was waiting 
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there already with a jug and a tumbler. I was asked to drink 
eight glasses of ‘the juice’. When I was handed over the first 
tumbler I mistook it for lime juice. One gulp in my mouth 
almost made me throw-up - it was lukewarm saline water! 

“Drink! You have to drink seven more,” the lady 
sannyasin laughed. 

“Seriously? Eight tumblers of saline water on an empty 
stomach?” 

“Yes, yes, take your time but finish all eight, it’s a 
challenge.” 

My pride was at stake, I drank one glass after another. 
Near the seventh one I was experiencing volcanic eruptions 
inside my stomach. Not to lose the challenge thrown by 
the lady sannyasin, I took the eighth one in small sips. 
“Congratulations! You have done it. Now take it out.” Before 
she could complete the sentence, the entire lava gushed out 
of my throat. I was instructed to use my fingers gently to rub 
the deep part of my tongue without hurting the throat. My 
intestines were almost coming out. A plethora of sour-tasting 
Juices and toxins was just flowing out. “Are you done?” asked 
the sannyasin. I nodded. 


“Let's do some yoga now and teach you three asanas.” 
Betore the yoga session, she showed me where the restroom 
was. I didn't understand then why she was showing me 
the way to the restroom. I was made to do tadasana, tiryak 
tadasana and kati chakrasana. Believe it or not, I was 
running to the restroom several times in the midst of doing 
those asanas! This time everything was flowing from below, 
non-stop. “Are you done?” I nodded again. 

I was led to a room located midway between the dining 
hall and Ganga Darshan. How I reached there is not clear 
to me even today. The moment I saw a bed I just laid on 
my back and closed my eyes and drifted into a sleep state. I 
don’t know for how long, but when I woke up my body was 
so light and fresh! No one was around. I came out of the 
room and started climbing the stairs with boundless energy. 
“Thats the ‘Kunjal effect,” I heard the voice of a lady 
sannyasin from behind, “Let’s do neti now.” 

I had decided to just follow whatever I was told to do. 
No questions asked. I surrendered myself to the monastic 
discipline. Thus began my transformation. A small vessel 
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with a long snout was given to me. She first demonstrated 
the position of the body, how to insert the snout of the 
vessel in one of the nostrils, how to tilt the neck so that the 
other nostril faces the ground. Wow! Water was flowing from 
the other nostril towards the ground. It was my turn now. 
Eureka! I got it. The magic happened. I could do it. The 
next thought was, let me do this magic in front of my wife 
and children. Again, childlike thoughts. This time I felt my 
head, brain, eyes and other parts of the entire face getting 
cleaned. What a wonderful feeling! Looking back, I can say 
that this was the moment when all my negativities started to 
get flushed out of my mind. 

“Come let’s sit down and do some mantra chanting.” I 
was thus introduced to Gayatri mantra, Mahamrityunjaya 
mantra and Shanthi Path. I was engulfed by silence. 
Thoughtlessness! Now, these three mantras have become 
part of my life. No day comes to an end without reciting 
these powerful vibrations of sound. I desired to remain 
in that state for some more time. “Go home and come 
tomorrow. Hari Om,” these were the instructions. Reluctantly 
I got up and left the ashram. 


Tamaso ma jyotirgamaya . . . 

I was declared almost dead! Not by the doctors but by a few 
well-wishers (senior-most officers) of my police department. 
“Raveendran, I heard you are diagnosed with pancreatitis 
and your glucose levels are going too low. You have all 
probabilities of going into a state of coma while sleeping and 
hence always keep someone near you when you sleep, just in 
case,” piqued the then head of Police. I panicked like never 
before. A surfeit of stress hormones clogged my thoughts and 
I was almost convinced that I was counting my days. I lost 
my appetite, sleep, confidence and most of all, the peace of 
my entire family. 

I did experience several bouts of glucose fluctuations 
and my friend, Dr Bose of Sevayan Hospital, Munger, 
made me undergo several tests to nail the cause. An astute 
doctor zeroed in on the cause and identified it as ‘reactive 
hypoglycemia’. He explained to me very clearly that it’s a 
common feature amongst sportspersons, nothing to do with 
pancreatitis. The remedy is no direct intake of sugar. It took 
almost two months to come to this conclusion. During this 
tormented period of undergoing so many investigations, 
enough damage was being done to my mental health. Despite 
the assurance of the doctor friend, paramount love, care and 
confidence pumped into me every day by my beloved wife, 
the psyche was such that it was brooding again and again, and 
was restless for fear of coma and eventually, death. 

Malar, my wife, was posted as SP in Lakhisarai, a 
neighbouring district of Munger. Every Saturday she 
fasts religiously for the whole day and after sunset recites 
Mahamrityunjaya mantra 108 times. On one of those 
Saturdays she said after the mantra chanting, "Why don’t you 
talk to Swamiji regarding this? I have a strong feeling he will 
be able to guide you.” That sounded like an instruction to 
me from her. Was it divine intervention? Might be. Strange 
are the ways of divinity, which cannot be fathomed by human 
beings. I met Swamiji and bemoaned ruefully all my agonies. 
To make it simple and straight, I was all tears. 
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“Raveendranji, come and stay with us for a few days 
and experience ashram life,” came the calm and composed 
instruction. I took a long leave for 21 days and fell at the feet 
of Swamiji the next day. My daughters, 9 and 7 years old, 
joined me to spend their summer holidays in the ashram. My 
wife visited us during government holidays and weekends. 


Ashram life begins... 
We were accommodated in a comfortable guesthouse, close 
to the dining hall. Proximity to the dining hall is not to 
be misconstrued for proximity to food, that was my first 
realization! A shocking one for a foodie. Who on earth would 
have imagined - breakfast at 6.30 am, lunch at 11.30 am 
and dinner at 5 pm! And a glass of yogic tea in between! 
Someone in the ashram (can’t reveal the name as my police 
ethics don’t permit it) whispered to me that I could sneak 
inside my room some fruits or biscuits. I did that but to no 
avail, as all the three Gurus were staring at me from their 
photos hanging on the walls. What a strategic plan to prick 
one’s conscience! 

The quantity of food wasn’t measured, but how much one 
can eat at 6.30 am and 5 pm? I did try to provoke one of the 
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sannyasins, who was washing the plates beside me, about the 
timings. “Your digestive system is active during sunrise and 
sunset and it is time-tested by our seers, came the polite 
response from the unprovoked sannyasin, “Follow what has 
been told and you shall see the benefit in a few days, Hari 
Om.” To synchronize my eating habits with the rising and 
setting of the Sun was my second realization. 

My daily schedule duly curated by Guruji was given to 
me. The schedule was from 5.30 am to 7 pm starting with 
sessions on yoga and ending with soul-stirring bhajans and 
kirtans. But for the post-bhajan delicious prasad (why is it 
that prasad always tastes so well but is given in such meagre 
quantity?) I always wished the kirtans would not end. The 
melodious musical notes of the harmonium, the invigorating 
beats of dhol, the rhythmic verses sung as a chorus by a 
group of sannyasins synchronized so well, elated the spirit 
within. Rather than reciting along with the group by reading 
from the book given by the ashram, I chose to close my eyes 
and engross myself in ecstasy, a state of mind from where it’s 
difficult to come out or come down from. Every evening after 
the bhajan period, I did experience a state of tranquillity 
which remained with me until I drifted to sleep. 

“What brings you here?” asked my yoga teacher. 

Yet to come out of my sleep state, I blabbered, “I was 
instructed to report to you at 5.30 am.” 

“Raveendranji! Tell me what do you want me to 
teach your Yoga for lifestyle management, yoga for stress 
management, yoga for addressing any particular ailment, or 
yoga for spiritual purpose?” asked the teacher. 

“All,” quick came my answer. Hearing this unexpected 
answer from me I could make out from his closed eyes that 
the teacher probably went into a trance. After one or two 
minutes, the teacher opened his eyes and gazed at me and 
said, “I will discuss with Guruji about you and your purposes 
and draft a plan. Today we will just do Om recital and simple 
pawanmuktasana. Close your eyes now,” instructed the 
teacher. I closed. Thus yoga dawned in my life. 
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During the day I was scheduled to read lots of old 
texts and paraphrase them. I was given a desktop and a 
nice working table in one of the rooms of Ganga Darshan 
placed near a window. In three weeks I studied volumes and 
volumes about raja yoga, hatha yoga and kriya yoga, and 
was fortunate enough to hear recorded satsangs delivered 
by Swami Satyananda. All these were seeping into my mind 
causing a placid momentum towards the realm of spirituality. 
What an amazing start to my spiritual journey! 


Mrityorma amritam gamaya... 

Before I entered the ashram my mind was so tumultuous 
that I was thinking only about my sugar levels going down. 
Looking back at those tempestuous months sends shivers 
down my spine as I was so obsessed with checking my sugar 
levels every half an hour. Every prick on my finger for a 
drop of blood to be placed on the glucose strip made me 
so nervous. I could feel the thump of my heart every time 
waiting for the glucometer to show the readings. Whenever it 
showed below 80, the panic button was pressed and I rushed 
to the kitchen to swallow a spoon of sugar which in turn 
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caused a sudden spike of glucose levels above the normal 
high of 120. The wheel of panic was getting churned so badly 
that whenever my sugar level dropped or raised, I screamed, 
“Malar! Malar! Call the doctor soon.” My poor wife Malar, 
despite her official work used to rush home every time I 
panicked. No amount of words can explain the agony my wife 
and children were undergoing. This was my state of mind 
before I entered the ashram and surrendered before Guruji. 

“Have faith in yourself and us,” uttered Guruji and 
narrated a real incident that took place in the ashram a 
few years back: a young girl who was suffering from chronic 
headache everyday and surviving only on medicines took a 
leap of faith. She threw all her medicines and followed what 
was instructed. She got herself cured not by any magic potion 
or some tantrism, but only because of her deep faith in Guru 
and her atman, her spiritual self. After a long battle inside my 
mind, I decided to leave the glucometer and other medicines 
in the vehicle which had come to drop me in the ashram. I 
also took a leap of faith in my spiritual self and in Guru. 

As the days rolled on I was progressing in understanding 
the broader concepts of spirituality through readings and my 
teacher was trying hard to blend my mind, body and spirit 
through yoga. During the first week of my stay I was taken 
to the library one day. The library was on the third floor and 
it was not the books out there that drew my attention, but 
the visual delight of the river Ganga whom I saw through a 
window accidentally. I stood near the window and submerged 
myself looking at the vastness of the river and its flow. The 
sannyasin who accompanied me instructed in a soft tone, 
“Come with me, I will take you to a place from where you can 
have a better darshan of Ganga Ma.” 

We moved out of the library. Like a lamb I hopped all 
the stairs following my shepherd of the day and reached 
the terrace. The warmth from the rays of the setting sun 
together with the cool breeze from the river was felt by my 
skin and my nostrils were inhaling the air filled with the 
aroma of the sands of river Ganga. I was guided to a place 
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on the terrace and made to stand in such a way that I could 
see the stretch of the river panoramically from the corner of 
the left eye to the right eye. 

I felt a sudden shudder in my lower back. I could feel 
the tremor, but for the first time I wasn’t scared, rather I was 
allowing it to happen and slowly closed my eyes. Normally 
a dark screen would appear whenever my eyes closed, but 
at that moment the screen wasn’t dark. I could clearly see 
myself standing in front of a huge cave shaped iceberg from 
which millions of water droplets were falling and flowing like 
a river. I recognized the place. It was Gomukh, from where 
the holy Ganges originates. Tears rolled down from my eyes 
instinctively. I was feeling cold and probably shivering. 

“Raveendranji, are you okay?” questioned the sannyasin 
with genuine concern. 

“I am unable to control my tears and feel like crying 
more,” I replied. 

“Go ahead. Enjoy the experience and if you feel like 
narrating it to me please do,” she offered to help. 

I burst out and started crying like a child who rejoins his 
mother after being lost in a crowd. It took some time for me 
to come out of this unforeseen melancholic state. Gathering 
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myself I narrated the experience to the sannyasin in a way as 
if I was in a time warp. 

“Have you ever been to Gomukh?” 

To her query, I answered, “Yes, I have, exactly ten years 
ago as part of a trekking journey during my foundation 
course.” 

“Ahh! No wonder, your memory cells were activated so 
fast and took you to the lap of Ganga Ma.” 

“To be frank, I was expecting you to tell me that my 
soul had travelled all the way to Gomukh in split seconds,” 
I raved childishly. She smiled, I saw godliness in her. An 
unbound urge to discover myself arose within and drove me 
to ask her, “Should I go to the Himalayas and meditate to 
find out who I am?” 

“Put this question to our Guruji, he will be able to guide 
you. Hart Om.” 

That night I was restless and constantly thinking of 
the question I had asked the sannyasin during the day. 
All the three gurus in the photo were smiling at me. Was I 
hallucinating? I folded my hands, prayed to all three, uttered 
Hari Om and slept. The next day, as per my schedule I went 
to the workroom and sat in front of the computer and was 
about to start the day’s paraphrasing work. 

“Hari Om Raveendranji, this month’s issue of the Yoga 
magazine is out for circulation and I was instructed to give 
a copy to you,” announced a young sannyasin in charge 
of the publication division, and placed a copy on the 
computer table. 

My eyes fell on the cover. It was carrying a photo of 
Swami Satyananda in padmasana smiling at me with the 
Himalayas as the backdrop. While observing some changes 
happening within me, I slowly lowered my eyes to read 
something which was printed there. One of his sayings was 
printed below his seat and it read: 


There is no noise in the world. There is no peace in 
the Himalayas. Both are within you. 
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I had goosebumps all over my body. I got the answer! I 
got the answer!! My mind was repeatedly saying this to me. 
I ran towards Jyoti Mandir as if I was on auto-mode. Within 
that sacred place is enshrined Swami Sivananda's graceful 
sculpture and a large photograph of Swami Satyananda, and 
an eternal flame is always glowing in the centre. I fell flat at 
the feet of both the gurus and tears were once again flowing 
as if a dam had broken and water came gushing out. After 
some time I got up and sat in padmasana with eyes closed 
and felt the silence. A mantra started running within: 


Guru Brahma, Guru Vishnu, Guru devo Maheshwara 
Guru saakshat Parabrahma, tasmai Sri Gurave namah 
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Sarvesham swastir bhavatu . . . 

My jignasa, quest for knowing more about the mysteries of 
the spiritual world, was being kindled as days progressed 
in the ashram. As a matter of fact, I was introduced and 
initiated to the joy of reading by Swami Niranjananandaji. 
Innumerable books were given by him as prasad or blessings 
for me to read. Most of my afternoons were spent in the 
library browsing and reading books. But for him, I wouldn’t 
have been a voracious reader today. I have a personal library 
at my home and always ensure to have one in the office too 
for my officers and men to read. My official and personal 
libraries are not restricted to spiritual books, rather to a 
plethora of genres. 

‘When you are ready, the Guru arrives’, I recollect 
reading in one of the widely read books, An Autobiography 
of a Yogi by Paramahamsa Yogananda. This was my first 
book on spirituality and from there a plethora of books 
written by Himalayan Masters like Swami Sivananda, Swami 
Yukteswar Giri, Swami Rama and Swami Satyananda, were 
slowly enriching and leading me into the unexplored world 
of mind and soul. A few books narrating the spiritual lives of 
Ramana Maharishi, Shirdi Sai Baba, Neem Karoli Baba and 
Ramakrishna Paramahamsa engulfed my thoughts regarding 
the question which every individual should aspire to know: 
Who am I? 

As I embarked on the journey of reading about 
many Gurus, their path to enlightenment, salvation and 
teachings, an unknown centripetal force was working on 
me to follow the path shown by these spiritual masters. The 
teachings of Adi Shankaracharya, Swami Vivekananda and J. 
Krishnamurthy were invoking within me an intellectual and 
philosophical approach towards religion and spiritualism. 
I experienced an insatiable appetite to know about the 
spiritual masters like Jesus Christ, Prophet Muhammad, 
Buddha, Sufi saints, Rinpoches, and saints of the bhakti 
age. I read about the aghoras, who lived and practised 
tantrism, predominantly in the burning ghats of Varanasi. 
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Half a dozen books written by western and Buddhist spiritual 
masters such as, ‘The power of NOW by Eckhart Tolle, The 
Secret by Rhonda Byrne, “The teachings of Buddha’ by Titch 
Nath Han, Jesus by Deepak Chopra, “The story of Prophet 
Muhammad’ by Lesley Hazleton, The Alchemist by Paulo 
Coehlo and The monk who sold his Ferrari by Robin Sharma, 
did leave an indelible mark. Enamoured and baffled by 
various teachings and schools of thought, I completely forgot 
about my sugar levels. Such was the opium of spirituality. 

Every day in the ashram, my yearning to meet, talk 
or at least get a glimpse of Swami Niranjananandaji was 
escalating. I used to eagerly wait for his satsangs as all the 
residents would. I am not sure whether it was coincidence 
or his clairvoyance which always gave answers to all the 
questions and desires running within. One such deep desire 
growing inside me was to be physically present with him, 
under his guidance 24x7, 365 days of the year. My mind was 
arguing for and against this desire of mine and with these 
clouded thoughts I sat down in one of his satsangs. 

That evening Swami Niranjananandaji sat on a platform 
designated for him in an open space, with the setting sun as 
the backdrop. As I completed reciting the Om mantra thrice 
along with others and opened my eyes, the luminescence 
emanating from the setting sun’s rays appeared as if the rays 
were radiating from his head. The position of the setting 
sun was giving him a halo effect and I could see only the 
silhouette of my beloved Swamiji. I could feel the presence 
of divinity everywhere. 

“Guru is like a traffic policeman standing at the 
crossroads,” Swamiji pronounced, “who shows the path but 
shall never come along all the way to your destination. It’s 
your job to reach there.” How did he know what was going 
on in my mind? Why did he choose to say this today? Is he 
a mind-reader? When he could have chosen any metaphor, 
why did he choose one from my police profession? Is this 
what divinity is? Is this the way masters guide? A plethora of 
such thoughts engulfed my mind. 
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The next morning, at 5 am in the early morning twilight, 
I was practising tadasana on the terrace of the building 
where I was accommodated. I saw Swamiji standing below 
with a few sannyasins. Presumably, he was on his rounds with 
a few of his lieutenants. “Hari Om Swamiji!” I shouted at him 
from the rooftop. He looked up and responded, “Hari Om 
Raveendranji! What are you doing in the dark?” 

“Tam doing my penance for the light to dawn upon me,” 
I responded with a tinge of sarcasm. He laughed and said, 
“Keep working, it shall happen.” 

“T have a question to ask,” I shouted again, “None of the 
books I have read so far explicitly says what the qualities of 
an enlightened person are. Swamiji! Please tell me how will 
I recognize that I am enlightened.” 

“That’s an interesting question, Raveendranji,” he 
exclaimed, “Come down and I will tell you.” I ran downstairs 
and stood in front of him. After a few moments of 
silence came the answer, “The only difference between 
an unenlightened and an enlightened being is that the 
enlightened one acts according to the principles of dharma 
and justice and doesn’t deviate from the path, whereas the 
unenlightened one knows about dharma and justice but is 
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not able to follow that path to the end.” As the rays from the 
rising sun were shining on my face, Swamiji uttered as his 
parting remark, “Read the Bhagavad Gita and the glow on 
your face today shall start glowing within.” 


Sarveshaam shaantir bhavatu ... 
I was notorious for my short-fuse temperament since my 
training days and it was worsening every day to the extent 
that my pugnacious behaviour was fetching disrepute. My 
language had become profane, behaviour acrimonious and a 
few of my actions had been quite aggressive. I was under the 
wrong notion that this is the official language to be used by 
police personnel while dealing with lawbreakers and in due 
course, I was exhibiting the same with my family members 
too. One evening, exasperated by my uncivilized behaviour, 
Malar dragged me in front of a full-sized mirror and yelled, 
“Look at your face, it reflects the demon inside you,” and 
actually it was. I was startled. She warned, “If you keep 
indulging in what you are doing, your daughters will never 
come near you.” Then she added, “And neither will I!” 

As the days passed by in the ashram, I was taught and 
instructed to practise a few techniques of pranayama to 
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regulate my breath and revitalize my prana shakti, my life 
energy. The practice of various breathing exercises was 
slowly acting upon my body, mind and emotions in such 
a way that my overall personality was getting re-moulded. 
Nadi shodhana, kapalbhati and bhramari pranayama were 
working silently on my personality and I could sense a 
kind of peace seeping within and my behaviour shifting 
from reaction to response. Actually, I was calming down 
gradually. 

I submitted a request to Swamiji through my yoga teacher 
for a one to one interaction and it was granted. I reached 
Swamiji a few minutes before the appointed time. He was 
discussing the forthcoming Janmashtami celebrations with 
a few of his disciples and was giving instructions. I faintly 
remember that someone from the local media was there 
as well, pestering him with many questions. I was getting 
annoyed, but Swamiji was answering so politely and joyfully. 
The demon inside me wanted to say something nasty to the 
media person but with some effort I patted the demon to 
sleep. Old habits die hard! 


In a few minutes, everyone was disposed of and Swamiji 
turned towards me and asked, “So Raveendranji, are you 
enjoying yourself?” 

“Tam,” I replied and our conversation began. 

“Swamiji, the Bhagavad Gita is the best book I have read 
so far and it is giving answers to all my questions.” 

He responded by gently nodding his head and 
instructed, “You should start practising the teachings of 
the Gita in your day-to-day life. If you would have keenly 
observed, here in the ashram we practise and also make you 
do what is taught in the Gita.” His voice was so deep and 
resonant that a thought instantly popped in my head, ‘If not 
a saint he could have easily been a dubbing artiste for many 
Hollywood actors.’ Of course I couldn’t say that! Instead I 
responded, “Really! How come?” 

As always, a profound response from his deep-rooted 
wisdom and knowledge of scriptures flowed, “The Gita 
advocates karma, jnana and bhakti yoga, and that is why 
you are assigned some duties (karma) here, you participate 
in poojas, bhajans and kirtan (bhakti) and you read and edit 
books, besides attending satsangs (jnana). Don’t your When 
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you go back, keep doing your duties which is the ultimate 
yoga, and devote a few minutes to asana, pranayama and 
meditation. Let there be a balance between all three yogas. 
Long hours of sitting in a meditative posture will only give 
you backaches!” We both laughed heartily at the remark, 
and Swamiji continued, “And not doing your duties will take 
you nowhere. Lord Krishna instructs Arjuna to perform his 
duties and to be a karma yogi. By the way Raveendranji, you 
had asked for a one to one interaction with me. Anything 
particular on your mind?” 

“Yes, Swamiji,” and I shot the question, “I personally feel 
that practising pranayama is helping me a lot more than the 
asanas and honestly speaking, doing asanas is quite boring. I 
prefer playing sports to doing asanas. What do you suggest?” 
“That’s right,” he responded with conviction and authority, 
“pranayama is the gateway to spiritual progress. Asanas are 
preparatory yoga and not part of higher yoga. They only 
warm you up from slumber and help you in stretching the 
muscles and smoothly lubricating the joints. The shakti 
within you is awakened through pranayama and it is the first 
stage of higher yoga. Then pratyahara, dharana, dhyana and 
samadhi are the next stages. What you are experiencing is 
perfectly all right and you are in the right direction.” 

Those words of encouragement pushed me to ask 
another question that had been lurking within me for quite 
some years. “My friends call me an emotional fool and I too 
accept that I get carried away by emotions. How do I gain 
control over my mind and my emotions?” With this I threw 
the ball in his court. 

I am not sure whether he smiled or laughed or 
somewhere in between, but the ball was volleyed back to 
me very nicely with a counter-question, “Raveendranji, the 
thought that ‘I want to control my mind’ originates from 
where?” 

“From my mind,” I promptly returned the ball. 

Instantly the winning stroke came from Swamii, “Exactly! 
So who is controlling whom? Think about it. Be sensitive to 
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your prana shakti and that will make you sensitive towards 
all the thoughts and emotions emanating from your mind. 
Prana is the key. You need to work on your prana shakti. It 
is impossible to have control over your mind and emotions 
without managing your prana shakti. I will instruct someone 
to teach you ajapa japa, antar mouna and yoga nidra. Do it 
every day for at least 15 to 20 minutes for six months and you 
will see the change. And bear in mind, Raveendranji, karma 
should be your primary objective and not its fruits. Spiritual 
enlightenment is not the destiny which you should strive for 
but the process of nurturing your spirit should be your goal. 
Hari Om!” A full-blown jnana yoga session came to an end. 

I prostrated at his feet and left for my room, rejuvenated. 
Whenever an interaction took place between us for whatever 
duration, I always felt like transcending from one plane to 
another and that feeling remained for some time. In his 
presence, time and space are non-existent. Alas! I get back 
to square one a few hours after leaving him. 


Sarveshaam poornam bhavatu .. . 


As guided, pranayama sessions became part of my early 
morning activities henceforth. I recollect an interesting 
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incident that took place probably six months after I left the 
ashram. Malar was posted as Senior Superintendent of Police 
(SSP) of Gaya district and I was posted as Commandant 
(CO) of Bihar Military Police in the same district. The 
SSP’s official residence had a small lawn with three sides 
surrounded by agricultural land and a few trees canopying 
the lawn. The chirping of birds, the leaping gait of squirrels, 
the mooing of cows, the fluttering of butterflies and other 
buzzing activities in the dawn was a perfect setting for doing 
pranayama and meditation. After one such session of antar 
mouna I opened my eyes and saw my driver standing at a 
distance with a cane in his hand and staring at me. 

Bewildered I asked, “Why are you standing here 
Shameem? Anything you wanted to convey?” In Magahi, the 
local dialect, he responded, “No Sir, nothing important. I 
was Just standing here to ensure no harm happens to you.” 

“Harm? To me? From whom?” was my instant question. 

“Sir, while crossing the lawns I saw a squirrel sitting on 
your head and eating something. Another one was on your 
lap and a few birds were walking around you. I saw you were 
sleeping.” 
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“No, no Shameem, I wasn't sleeping but meditating,” 
came the retort. 

“Okay, Sir, okay, Sir.” 

“Tell me what happened then?” 

"Sir, as snakes frequently crisscross here, I was feeling 
afraid thinking what if one climbed on you. Hence I 
positioned myself here to ensure nothing of that sort 
happened.” 

Not exposing the silent panic attack building inside 
(the leader of a police force can’t afford to, what a pity!) I 
exclaimed, “Oh, come on Shameem! don’t be childish, go do 
your work,” and waited for him to leave. After ensuring that 
he was out of sight, I quietly but quickly left the lawns and 
dashed inside the drawing-room. 

I was just wondering what would have happened if a 
snake had climbed over me. Surely the first possibility was 
that he would have used the cane to ward off the snake and 
in that process would have given me a few blows too. The 
second possibility was to yell and gather the rest of my staff 
and in that process I would have woken up and seen the 
snake. In all probability I would have panicked, panicked the 
snake and the rest would be history! So Hari Om Tat Sat to 
outdoor meditation. 

Jokes apart, the fact to be noted here is that due to 
the regular meditative practices my body was probably 
transmitting positive, happy signals to the animal kingdom 
and sensing no fear from me they were playing on and around 
me. I realized the power of meditation and pranayama. At the 
risk of sounding boastful, my family, friends, colleagues and 
acquaintances say that I bring happiness wherever I go. All 
credit to prana shakti and Swamiji. 

Back in my ashram days, I was introduced to yoga nidra, 
yogic sleep. Whenever I practised, it took me deep into a 
subconscious state and after a few days of practising my body 
was listening to the commands given. For instance, when 
the teacher instructed me to feel that my body was getting 
cold I felt shivering, to feel the heat I felt burning, to feel 
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heavy I felt as if I were a rock and to feel light I felt like a leaf 
floating in the air. The experience of my whole body being 
lifted a few inches above the ground was a nice feeling but I 
wasn’t sure whether I was imagining it or it was happening 
for a fact. I mentioned this to Swamiji during one of our 
interactions. 

“Why didn’t you open your eyes and see for yourself?” 
Swamiji asked smilingly. 

“I wish I could Swamiji, but as a matter of fact, whenever 
the thought of opening my eyes came to me I couldn’t do 
so.” “Interesting,” was his only response. 

Sankalpa is the best part of yoga nidra wherein the 
practitioner in the subconscious state is instructed to repeat 
thrice a resolve in a short and simple sentence of his choice 
and by doing so it is imprinted deep inside and the mind 
starts guiding itself to achieve it. Don’t expect the wonder to 
happen overnight as it doesn’t work that way. It takes time 
for the seed sown inside to blossom, but patience does pay. 
As my days were engulfed with unhappiness, anxiety and 
fear, whenever I practised yoga nidra my sankalpa would be, 
‘let me be happy and fearless’ and this became embedded 
within. Today after almost ten to twelve years I hear from 
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people I meet, “How come you are so happy and energetic 
all the time?” And that’s the power of yoga nidra. 

As life in the ashram was so riveting in the presence of 
so many ochre-clad men and women I was losing track of 
the days and dates. Though I wasn’t clad like them I began 
to identify myself as one among them. It would be right to 
say that they embraced me as one of them. One has to live 
there to experience this. But what was intriguing to me was 
despite my proximity to a few residents of the ashram none of 
them asked about my habits nor was I saddled with do’s and 
don'ts of lifestyle. What surprised me further, none of them 
were soothsayers, and including Swami Niranjananandaji no 
one spoke about horoscopes, stars, sun and moon signs and 
hence no pariharas, prescriptions for rectifying deficiencies 
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in the natal chart, were being suggested. Interesting and 
unimaginable for the simple reason that in India, anyone who 
is saffron-clad is irrefutably believed to be a soothsayer and 
whatever he or she says is the satya vachan, ultimate truth — no 
one dare question his or her clairvoyance. 

There was another interesting thing that was contrary to 
certain prevalent beliefs. No one over there whispered about 
good and bad omens. For instance, Malar during one of her 
interactions with Paramahamsa Satyanandaji asked him about 
her getting perturbed whenever the light in the lamp is blown 
out or a decayed coconut shows up when cut open during 
pooja. He burst out laughing which sounded totally divine, 
and uttered, “It is your mind which is attributing good and 
bad to normal happenings, not divine communication.” 


Sarveshaam mangalam bhavatu ... 

Let not my spiritual journey give the impression that I have 
turned into a saint, renouncing worldly life! That was not 
the spirit of the teachings in the ashram at all, rather they 
endorsed firmly that one can tread the spiritual path being 
a grihastha, householder, which I was, am and shall be. And if 
my writing has given an image about me as an evolved soul, 
forgive me, I have taken just a few baby steps towards the 
process of evolving. For sure my thought process, attitude 
towards life and behaviour with people is undergoing 
changes since the day I was bestowed mantra diksha by 
Swami Niranjananandaji and thereby embracing me as his 
shishya, disciple. 

From the day of initiation, Swamiji became my beloved 
Guruji guiding me like a traffic policeman whenever I was 
stuck at the crossroads of life. The mantra was repeated 
thrice by Swamiji in one of my ears for me to recite as japa 
every day. Today, after about twelve years of reciting the 
mantra I experience a unique feeling, as if the mantra is 
being recited in auto-mode by my mind. Whenever I walk, 
run, cycle, travel or do nothing, I hear a rhythmic sound 
going on and on, and by listening to it I realize it is the 
mantra that is repeating by default. To me, no day begins 
or ends without the conscious recital of the mantra. The 
mantra acts as a kavach, shield, and as an aayudh, weapon, to 
safeguard from and ward off negative energies. 

I am still a person full of all sorts of emotions and 
do experience and express stress, anxiety, anger, sorrow, 
happiness and hurt, but there is a difference now. For 
instance, I am now able to see my anger as and when it 
comes and do not get caught unawares thereby causing harm 
to myself and inflicting wounds upon others. I have learnt 
to take a ‘pause’ and give adequate time for the emotion to 
settle down as my mind nowadays forewarns the upheaval 
of hormones. The change which is taking place within me 
is to be aware of the thoughts rushing to my mind and to 
respond, not to react. The time squandered in sulking on 
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external events and brooding over the behaviour of a few 
individuals who are not in my control anyway, has reduced 
from days to hours. Over time, I have developed the art of 
forgiving and forgetting in a few hours and not days. Having 
said that, mastery of this art is only half-way as I do get 
perturbed even today over things people say, don’t say, do 
and don’t do. After all, Iam still a human being with mortal 
fears and limitations. 

I was taught to live with all experiences harmoniously 
as it is not possible to get rid of emotions and it would be a 
futile attempt to free oneself from all emotions. I recollect 
here what Paramahamsa Satyanandaji told us when we were 
blessed by him at Rikhiapeeth: “Keep working. Experiences 
come and go, don’t worry.” I am still working on this, and I 
have miles to go. I do make mistakes, I do hurt people with 
my words and actions but what has changed is that I don’t 
carry my ego on my sleeves as before. Now, my mind is 
trained a bit to shun the ego and to seek an instant apology 
from the person whom I caused pain, inadvertently or not, 
irrespective of their age or status. 

Yet another perceptible transformation that has 
happened is learning to respect, love and forgive one 
important person in my life, who is ‘Me’. This might sound 
narcissistic but it is not. One big takeaway while leaving the 
ashram was that unless and until you learn to love, respect 
and forgive yourself, it won’t be possible to do the same with 
others. Don’t believe what I am saying, adopt this maxim 
and experience the resulting joy yourself. 

As I was leaving the ashram after completing the 
stipulated time, Guruji blessed us all with a plethora of gifts, 
subtly teaching me, and in particular my daughters, the joy 
of giving. It is not that we weren't giving earlier and did not 
know the value of giving, but what brought the difference 
was to give without asking and to give without expecting 
anything in return. Recently, during one such visit to the 
ashram, Guruji gifted the latest digital tablets containing all 
the ashram teachings and chantings to my daughters and 
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asked as to how they were going to use them. Quick came the 
response from both, “We will be giving it to the needy.” 

“Wonderful!” exclaimed Guruji and gave each one six 
more gadgets and told them, “Give them to the needy and 
ask me for more to give.” 

The paradigm shift that took place in my professional 
and personal life is still and will always be an ongoing 
journey. My prostrations to Guruji and other sannyasins of 
the ashram who have helped me to help myself, to stand tall 
with dignity, but with utmost humility in front of people who 
discarded me to be dead soon. Friends, I am back! And thus 
began my journey within . . . 
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